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['the knuckles were smooth

t #he sajd. But he knew
Ywas lying.

. exXpects
_ rose to his feet. He was trembling
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tree in the State to do so.

A Natural Hot House

CHESTNUT tree in New Hampshire bloomed early
in March and every year this has been the first

~vealed a hot spring at the roots, which explained much.

Excavations recently re-

HIS is the anniv
Constable,

. This Day in Our'History

of the birth, in 1776, of John

who founded the modern school of landscape
painting. His genius was first recognized by France.
of his best canvases are found

in the United States,

A Dramatxc Story of a Devoted Husband Who Dlscovers

His Wife is in Love With Another Man

. This story has been made inte a
pleture by Coamopeolitan

uetions nnder the masterly di-
of Albert Capeliani and is
as a Paramouat ploturs.

By Gouverneur Morris

af “Hid Daughter,” “When
Ship Comes In” “The Seven
‘ Darlings,” and Other
" Neotable Fietion.

D!.ANA had risen and walked the

e

length of the room and back,

. her brow drawn with pain and
Oh- bands so tightly interlocked that
and
white, like bones. Manners was
growing reckless,

“Do you hate me, Diana? You
®et sometimes ws if you hated
me."”

“Do you think I'd be here if I
hated you?" she answered; but in
her eyes there was nothing but
& kind of hunted antagonism,
“You'd have seen the last of me
long ago If I hated you."

“ “Then for God's sake what is

* the matter?™

, "There is nothing the matter,”
that she
And she knew that he
knew. She had the expression of
& bound and helpless animal that
to be struck. Manners

all over with fear.
What is the Matter?

“You must tell me,”
*You've got to tell me.”

The anger had ocozed out of him;
he fairly clamored for her confi:
dence,

“Nothing can be worse than not

he sald.

knowing. I am your friend, your
oldest friend. I think I'm your best
friend. Nothing's so bad that It

ean’'t be pht right. For heaven's

sake put us on a squara and honest
basis. Don't be afraid of me. 1

love you. If you're in trouble I'll

. 4o anything, anyth'ng in my pow-

er, 1o help you—anything that love
and tenderness can suggest!

She had begun to cry, her face all

ckered llxe n. c.hu.d'l. a.nd _8she

S

. The Story So Far

Frank Manners, an’ artist of
reputation, is doing some work
for a rich woman in California.
He has always been devotedly
attached to his wife, Diana. He
reads over her letters of the last
few months and feels that she is
neglecting their small daughtpr.
He decldes to go East without
letting Diana know beforehand.
On train he meets & hunter who
tells hifm a tale of a wild goose,
When Manners arrives home he
meets Ogden Fenn, the man with
whom Diana is in love., He |is
keenly disappointed In Diana's
conduct and in ner coldness to-
ward him, but finds much joy in
the love of his daughter, Tam. He
tries to find out what ls troubling
Diana,

“It wouldn't do any good to tell
you! It wouldn't do any good!"

“You must tell me! You must tell
me!"™

And suddenly she told him; but
she topk three paces first, three in-
voluntary paces, perhaps, which
made the disttance between them
greater. It was as If she dreaded
some awful outburst which must
follow hard npon her confession.
She sobbed loudly as she spoke:

“l am In love with another man!"

The face which he loved so, the
woe-begone little face at once ter-
rifled and brave, moved Manners
as he had been moved but once be-
fore in all his life. All side issues
were erased from his mind as If by
a lightning stroke. Tam, himaself.
Only one thing was clear; that his
Diana was in frightful grief ang
trouble, and that he must comfort
her,

It was one of his great moments
when, an impulse wholly noble and
unselfish driving him, he acted
upon it. Diana, whose streaming
eyes had never left his face, saw
the grim drawn lines of it break
and soften into a amile of such
tenderness and sweetneas and
compassion that at once the weigh-
upon her heart seemed lightened.

“Come right to me!” He opened

_his .apma jo her, his volee broken
“with Jell rness. “Come right to

-

Why, you poor child, Iit's
all right. I'm so glad you've fold
me. Why, come here! lt‘ul Just
as If you were another daughter.
Oh, you poor child! Yoeu poor
chila!™

Very slowly at first but with
increasing momentum she had
been drawn toward him. It was
as (f the tenderness which eman-
ated from him had arms and
hands with which to draw her
until, with a sudden last quick-
ening, she was in his arms, BSo
a little ship, almost foundered In
a storm, slips into the keping of
some safe bay.

Great Moment Had Passed.

There was silence now. He
patted her shoulders; he stroked
her hair. She smiled through her
tears. ©Oh, how good was con-
fession! How very good! It hurt
her =0 to lle, and now there
would be no more lying. It hurt
her ®s0 to be false; but now
the truth was out and she could
be true.

But for Manners the grealt mo-
ment had passed. Action had
been followed by reaction. His
mind, cleansed of all but the once
chivalrous purpose, began now. to
erowd with complexities.

“ls he rich, darling?” he asked.

Between asking this somewhat
abrupt and surprising question
and recelving Diana's answer,
Manners’ mind worked very .quick-
ly, It was a sudden overmaster-
ing desire to be once and for-
ever free from all pain and care
that had impelled him to ask the
question, and while the answer
was pending he was able, to im-
agine every detall of what he
would do if that answer was In
the affirmative, g

He saw himself giving Diana a
parting squeeze, a parting pat, leav-
ing her without excuse, running
lightly up the stalr to his room,
taking the 45 automatic from his
drawer, putting the muzzle quickly
in “his mouth and quickly pulling
the (trigger. She would have the
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Diana, Preparing to Meet Ogden Fenn, Surveys Herself
in Her Mirror. A Scene in ““The Wild Goose.”’

man she wanted. He would have “He hasn't any money at all,” she
peace, The thought of being =so rald. oy
“Then,” sald Manners, instantly,

roon dead seemed perfectly beauti-
ful to him. Diana's answer brought
him back to his senses

“I'll have to keep on working very
hard so there'll be plenty of ali-
mony."

— 4

Motion Pictures of This Splendid Serial Will Be Shown

Here Soon at Leading Theaters

He had accepted the idea of di- (

vorce without question.

“Who s he? he asked

“Ogden Fenn,” she said, “and oh,
Frank, dear, his love s so wonder-
ful, Its' not what you think, We
weren't going to tell you, and 1 was
going to be bettér about Tam and
you, and you weren't ever to know;
and we were only going to see sach
other once in a while.”

Talk Things Over.

Manners laughed indulgenty.

“The idea of an honest little per-
son like you carrying around a joad
of deceit like that all the rest of
your born days makes me ldugh’
he sald. “l knew there was some-
thing wrong almost us soon as I
clapped eyes on you, So Mr. Fenn
is the lucky dog. 1 don't mind tell-
ing you that 1 envy him. Come and
sit down on the sofa and we'll talk
things over.”

They might easily have been mis-
taken for a pair of lovers. His arm
was around her, and she leaned con-
fidently against him.

“I'm so relleved you've taken It

like this, Frank,” she said. I'm
g0 glad I've told you, I'm »so
glad!™ u

“It's too late to get hold of

Fenn tonight,” sald her husband
“But I suppose you could get him

to come to the apartment some
time tomorrow morning. I'll go
to town with you. But ls the
very early train essential? ru

have a little falk with him first,
and then we'll all three have w
talk together.”

And all the time he
kept wighing that Fenn
so that he, Manners,
comfortably dead He
through one period of Ereat
agony with Diana; and he did
not yet feel man enough to face
another.

It was curious that the ques-
tion of just what Tam's rights
and interests were Iin the matter
had not yet presented Itself tlo
him. _ His first thoughts had been
enllreiy concerned with Diana.

talked he
was rich,
could be
had been

p His second thoughts were almost 4

entirely concerned with himaself.
The comforting tones of his
volce and the comforting touch

of his hand had ceased to be In-
spired.. They had become me-
chaniecal,

It was wonderful how she elinlf'

to him when they were saying
good night. It was not at all
&8 If she were planning to leave
him in the lurch, and to chuck
aside, lilke an outworn garment,

the devotion and faithfulness of

all his grown years. It was more
as If she feared that she were
losing him, as if she were trying
to turn once more toward her a
love that had turned nw.a:r.

But Manners knew very well
that it wag not the woman in her
that clung to him, but the child.
And knowing this the tightening
pressure with which he In turn
held her asked nothing but the
right to shleld and protect His
heart registered fewer beats than

usual instead of more. He did
not so much as kiss her cheek,
but only pressed against it with
his own.

Found Her Wanting.

His thoughts traveled in great
elrcles. His wvery soul yearned
over her and forgave her. His
intellect judged her and found

her wanting. And the faith that
he had in her shook in its boots.

“She can't do it!" he thought.
* & ¢ & “She will do it! She
will have her own way as usual,
and everybody will have to suffer.
She will have to suffer, too. * *
* Bhe can't do it. * * * ghe wiil
do it. The grounds will be desertion.
Think of me deserting Diana!"

He bit back an hysterical impulse
to laugh out loud. It would be
foolish to suppose that Diana did
not in any way realize the enor-
mity of the crime ghe had com-
mitted against her husband. But {n
the forgiving pressure of that hus-
bands’ arms even her pricking con-
science was drugged Into a tempor
pry peace,

p And, indeed, 1t was a little am if

her whole being had been drugged
Into  quiescence, and all her emo-
tigns, For in five minutes after she
had turned out her lights she was
.sound wusleep. Many times during
“the night Manners stealthily opened
the door that was between their
‘tooms and listened. He could hear
no sound. So quietly she slept you
.might have thought her dead."
"The Real Thing.
“She isn’t even dreaming now™
he thought. *“1f she isn't faithful te
,me now, at least she isn't faithiess.

If she doesn’t love me . now, neither *
neither does she love him. If she

is never to be happy, may Almighty
God at least reserve for her many
thousands of nights like this—long
peériods of oblivion and peace.,”

But Manners was already very
sorry that he had spoken of giving
Diana the divorce which she imagined
would make her happy.

She will get over Fenn'™ he
thought, “as she got over “What's-
his-name, as she got over me.
There'll be a hard time; she'll hate
me for a while. But she sha'm't
ruin herself and me for a crasy,
self- indulgent Impulse,’

The thought gave him confidence
and courage. But these were not
vnmixed witk: pessimism and fore-
boding.

“Suppose,” he thought, “that it
should turn out to be the real thing
—the real thing with both of
them ™

He found that he was trembling
from head to foot. The night was
cold, The fire in‘his room had gone
out. And those inner fires which
might have sustained him through
a colder night than this had nothing
to feed on—nothing.

“And my wife,’ he thought, “is
there in the next room. My wife!
And the door is unlocked. But just
because this world contains a shy,
featureless, colorless individual
named Fenn, she is tabu-~—she is sa-
cred! Even if I were fredzing to
death I must not turn back the
warm sieets and blankets that

cowver her and lie down by her side.
Copyright, 1919, International Magasine Ca,
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be comtinmed

UT at the moment, at least, con-
sternation reigned It was
Philip who reached her first

and picked her up in his -arms, brush-
ing young [Peter aAway uncere-
moniously out of his way.

The golden head with {ts simple
white rose hung limply against his

breast To Eva that moment
‘ was the most cruel and vivid of
the whole evening.

It was all over in a moment—

Kitty was carried away, and Philip
came, back and went on with his
speech, and everyone did their best
but
to Eva it had cut a chasm in he:
happiness, Inexplicable, but irrevo-
e':hla.
“ Afterward In the drawing-room
she only longed to get away from
everyons pnd go home. Her heart
was torn with a thousand unan-
awered guestions

Why had Kitty fainted? Why had
g0 eager to lift her
bimself? Why, oh wh_',

“¥oa're worn out,” said (‘nlhgun
at her elbow,

He had never been far away from
her side the whole evening. His
shrewd eyes had seen a gerat deal.

Calligan saw Eva's pallor and the
dark lines beneath her eyes; saw the
way she kept clasping and unclasping

her hands nervously—the unsteadi-
ness of her lipa

He 1alked to her without making
It necessary for her to reply. He
spoke chiefly of Philip; about their
college days-—-of what a splendid
sortsman Phillp was—how popular
bhe had been with everyone.

He gave hor to understand that
he himself thonght the world of his
friend, and that she was exceed-
ingly lucky to have made such a
cholce. In spite of herself, Eva felt
the shadows dispersing. When
Phillp came into the drawing-room
she was laughing and talking as if
pothing had ever marred her
happiness. He came at once to her
side.

He was a little flushed,
eyes were rather reckless,
smiled at her affectionately,

“] can't have you monopolizing
| my property all the evening,” he

id to Calligan. He sat down be-
side her, laying his arm along the
back of her chair with a little
proprietory ;eslurﬂ

Calligan rose. “If that means 1
am turned out * * *" he sald play

fully.

It was Eva who stopped hlm
“Oh, don't go-—please don't * *

1 was jJUst beginning to enjoy my-
pelf.”

She dreaded being left alone with

and the
but he

1
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4 FPhilip. When she looked at him she

felt her old doubts and fears re-
turning. She was relieved when
Calligan consented to stay.

They laughed and talked together

g0 much that Philip's silence passed
almost unnoticed; the time went so
quickl that Eva was surprised
when people began Lo leave and ahe

heard someone say Lthat It was
nearly midnight.

She rose then—hurriedly.

“I must ind mother * * * She

must be wanting me.”
Phillip caught her hand,
I'm taking you home,™ he said

authoritatively. “T've told your
mother.”

She gave (n at once. “Very
well.” She looked round the room.

The crowd had greatly diminished.
“Has Kitty gone? 1 wanted to see
ber,” she said deliberately. “I hope
she isfall right again.”

“S8he went home two hours ago,”
Philip said. His eyes met hers
steadily, * * *"

“T think we ought to take Mr.
Calligan with us,” Eva said later,
when she stood ready in her wraps.
“on't you want a midnight ride,
Mr. Calligan?™

“Calligan looked quickly at Philip.
“No, he doesn't,” Philip answered
for him emphatically. “I'm not
going to waste gasoline on him
* * ¢ Are you ready?™

There was & hint of impatience
in his voice,

Mrs, Winterdick kissed Eva affec-
tionately—she was pleased with the

way In which the evening had
passed off.
“Phil, are you sure the child is

sufficiently wrapped up?”

“I'm all right,” Eva assured her.
“And it's such a little way.”

“If 1'd got an old shoe, I'd throw
It after you,” Calligan sald,

He followed them out to the car.
He appened to & girl standing close
by: “"Anyone got a shoe to spare—
or some rice?"

Eva laughed as she clambered in
beside Philip. “You are two days too
goon,” she sald. She peeped out at
him from under the hood. Iar face
lookeAl very aweet and happy.

Calligan sighed and his eyes
clouded a little as they mat hera.
He had been wondering all the
evening why he had only met this
girl now, when it was too late . . .
The car started forward and djs-
appeared into the darkness.

Philip did not sapeak till they were
out in the road. In the glare of the
great headlights the irees seemed
giant shadows swooping down upon
them from both sidea,

“Tired?™ he asked.
‘YVery.” 8She gave a little sign
“But it was lovely; | enjoved it all

so much. And I do like Mr. Calll-

gan."”
11“.; Iu mnﬂluo‘ !Io-d-y)

PHILLIPS

Around the Corner From High
Prices

812 H Street N. W,

Special
Dresses and Snits

$3.49

Trimmed Hats Me and $1.390

MORE PRIZE
RECIPES

SOFT FOUND CAKE

b eggs,

1 pound sugar,

1 pound flour,

% pound butter,

Cup milk,

1 teaspoon e~tract,

2 teaspoon baking powder,

Bake in moderate oven nearly 1
hour.—Mrs. 1. H. Trunwell, 1245
Thirty-third street,

i4 pound butter,
1 cup of sugar.
3 eggs.

2 cups of flour,
2

2

1

Know How to Cook Rice?

CHINESE METHOD IS GOOD FOR BOILED RICE

BYLOI'EttOC. LYI’ICI'I Is gradually sprinkled In. If the

An neknowledged expert in all mat- rice Ils put In too quickly it ‘will

ters perinining to household slop the water from bolllng and

cconomies. the grains will sink to the bot-

F all the common cereals rice ‘ tom and probably stick there.

’ = Keep the waler bolling rapidly

O Is the one that you can pre- | and stirring will not be necessary.

pare most quickly. It is there- | Add one level teaspoon of salt.

fore Ideal for those whose cook- ! If the water boils off before the
ing must take a minimum of time. | ”‘If“‘ tender, add more water,

) ter twenty minutes, test a

Rice is not generally as popular as grain by crushing it betwesn the

it deserves to be. thumb and finger. Some folks

Unpolished rice, food experts prefer to eat m graln or two to

tell us, Is best for us. It seems test if it is tefder. Care must be

P = ¢ taken to remove the rice just at

to ha more of the valukble | {y4 right moment, as overcooking
mineral salts than the polished is very undesirable. /

e — —

[ADVICETOTH

LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax ____
SHOULD BE CONGENIAL.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

A girl twenty-five vears of age,
ie considered good looking,
and a man forty years old, who is
neither bandsome nor wealthy, are
in love witn each other. Although
they love each othehr dearly, they
fear to marry because of the great
difference in their agea

FPlease advise them what to do.
They have both agreed to act ac-

cording to your advice.
CONCERNED.

A girl of twenty-five is a woman.
She ought to be mature enough to

who

» Just how do you boil rice? The The water should bhe drained off ) :
teaspoons of vanilla Chinese method is ver od wh in a colander or strainer and the ::::,Trrn’““:-,l,::,";:-lt::‘::i::.':zt
teaspoons of baking powder, 7 S908 ‘wash riee rinsed with hot water to re- | . Af all
pineh of salt. plain bolled rice Is desirable. Two move axcess starch. It | e ey ol Rt 4
should be | jsn't a grandfatherly person who
Marshmallow and cocoannt feing. quarts or more of water Is put quickly spread on a plate and | wants nothing but to sit by the
—Miss Florence Matthews, 3500 U | to boll. When It i bolling vio- placed In the oven or other warm | fire and think of younger, hapler
ntreet northwest. lently, one cupful of washed rice | place to steam dry. | days, you know!
Attractive Parisi Aft G
The foulard Green (s al-
afternoon gown .
i= always satis- sl dheies
faotory, because for the sum-
tlt “ln ]j‘vp up mer costume,
o almost any and now Paris
occasion he- is advocating
tween luncheon weA green, for-
and oA time est . green — A
with pleasing dark tone—and
nonchalance. A balsam wht'h
girlish mode] has . bi tch
of black foul- note 'T‘h fu ak
ard figured |n at ‘thn 1ef:°cil
copper features of Ruhi In
the long walat the new — rich
line, and has biren leaf
ite bodice eas|- ',’:“ d
ly blousad and :rnul ::‘lhfot‘;l‘;
its  skirt full.
The copper-col- ::‘::;ml?:e "I,::d
or is repeated al&v'as upo:
:‘r;' the soft which Paris al-
repe sash and ways advocates
in the wide White taffeta
aleeve bands. edges the col-
Simulated tu- Inr and the
nie that ™ fronts of the
really an un- bodice, which
usual sida dra- open over &
pery is the fea- pane] of green
ture of an at- chiffon.
tractive after- Plain and
noon frock., Of figured crepe
white foulard, de chine are
it has a pat- found together
tern of white In many of the
squares outlin- ¢ models. The
ed in Chineas - gray crepe bo-
green, while x dice I8 trimmed
green foulard ':: with a panel
bands thae g that is an ex-
Eleeves, the !' tenslon of the
skirt and the & : ; blue and gray
sash ends, Pe- I crepe  skirt
culiarly enough 1)) The bodice, In
these sash ends % turn, extends
are not the 3 below the
ends of a sash, waist line over
but  spring from the hips, and
a fold of the the griay crepe
wrapped bhodiea sash has a bow
near the waist and endes at
line, Inatead of ofne side. Blue
from any pre- cire bands the
tense of a gire neck and the
dla. aleaves,
r

When a Girl Marries

AN ABSORBING SERIAL OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE.

By Ann Lisle
Wheose Present Serinl Has Wom a
Natien-Wide Succeas,

66 HOEBE!" 1 c¢ried in aston-
P ishment. “What are you
doing in Neal's apart-

ment? Are you—have you been

secretly married?

1 heard a gasp. Then Phoebe

cried:
“It's Anne! What shall I tell
her?”
There was a blur of sound

Silence followed. I rocked the tele-
phone hook nervously up and down.

“Yes, Jeanie, this I8 Anne. Will
you please explain the mystery?
What are you doing at Neal's—so

early in the morning?’ 1 added as
if that detail were sallent

“Anne, don't be absurd. We came
up to town early. And Neal is hav-
ing us all here for breakfast,” re-
plled Jeanie, with suspicious glib-
ness.

“I don't believe
There's a mystery. I've felt since
yesterday that something WAR
wrong. None of you came near me.
That wasn't just to keep me quiet.
Tell me, Jeanie, tell me! 1s my Neal
—very mlck?™

I felt myself growing dizey and
weak at the thoughts which came
surq’mg’ up, giving me a eruel two
and two from which to make a ter-
rifying four.

"“Neal!” I cried again,
how is Neal? Is Father
there? \'ll‘slnia I have
Virginia—"

“Of course, no, dear,” began Vir-
“You're making yourself ill

you,” I cried.

“Tell me—
Andrew
to know,

ginia,
agaln for—"

Then the telephone was taken
firmly from my hands and Miss

Rathbun spoke inte the transmit-
ter.

“Mrs. Dalton, forgive me for
standing by and not helping. 1
didn't know it was about anything
—vou'd entrusted to me. T didn’t
guess she’d phone her brother
Not until T heard Mrs. Harrison call
youn ‘Virginia.' ‘Dnnt worry, I'll
manage better now.’

Then she turned to me with elab-
orate brightness and sald:

“Come on now, honey, let ma get
my little patient cosily back In her
own sunny room before she's over-
taxed her strength.”

“All right,” T sald tensely, real-
izing that nothing was to be gained

by Iinsisting on the unimportant
point of staying down In the living
room,

When we got to my room wa

Wit and Wlsdom

losing apirit

A lazy spirit iz a

Creditors have much better mem-
ories than debtors,

The beat Is the cheapest In the
end, and in the beginning. too.

What we are tomorrow ia what
wea make of ourselves today

It's more the yvears than the fin-
gers that give the musician his
nkill.

*Tia early rest that makes early
rising sure.

4 found Hedwlg hovering anxtously

about my Dbig invalid chair,
straightening cushions, patting
covers into place with the shame-
faced, impotent air of a hen who's
hatched out ducklings. Miss Rath-

bun cast one accusing glance =t
her and then proceeded to tuck
me in among the inviting cush-

ions. 1 sank back into the com-
forting softness of the big chair
and then 1 gasped out pleadingly:
“My brother? Tell me—"
“Your brother's all right”
turned Miss Rathbun.
Sensing the evasion In her tone,
I fixed my eves accusingly on hers

Te-

and called up the strength I'd
been saving for our clash of wilis.

“My brother iz not all right,”" I
protested, “If you don't tell me
the truth about him I'm going teo
get right into my things and go
up to town and see.”

“Now, now, dear, don't excite
vourself. Your brether had a little
accident”

“What? 1 asked impatiently.
“Why dom't you tell me what It
was™" '

“1 am telling you, dear. The day
he left here—he had a little acei-
dent. And since you weren't well
enough to go and nurse him, and
Miss Phoebe couldn't go alone, Mrs.
Dalton went with her to take care

of him.”
“Is there & nurse?" 1 asked
slowly.
“He was shot,” she gaid. *“Not

seriously, dear. They thought so at
first, but it glanced off the riba,
He'll be all right as soon as the in-
flammation goes down.”

“Neal shot!” 1 heard mysell mur-
mur as the room went whirling
around me and then started to slip
away. ‘“Neal ghot-—who'd have any
reason to shuot Neal™

(To be continued Tuesday.)

Cuticura Shampoos
Mean Healthy Hair

Esvecially if preceded by touches
of Cuticura Ointment to spots of

dandruff, itching and irritation.
This treatment does much to keep

the scalp clean and healthy and to
pmmatc he2ir growth,
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